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Introduction 


The sounds of gunshots, the screams of unsuspecting victims.. The blood pouring out of wounds, the loss of 


life.. The stench of death, the groans of the dying.. 


Per stared at the bloody mess.. It had all happened so fast that no one had time to do anything. The invaders 
had ambushed the little village with their guns; no one knew what had hit them. 


Per stared at the bloody corpses of his family and his friends that lay in the dirt road, tears forming in his 
eyes. Why hadn't he been able to do anything.. It just seemed so wrong that they all had to die instead of him. 


Per was too caught up in his grief to notice a couple of the invading soldiers coming up behind him, ready to 
take him prisoner. Before the young man knew it, his hands had been manacled and he was being dragged away 


by enemy soldiers to an unknown land... 


“These are all the prisoners? There are so few of them" 
"I know that we only have one prisoner, Commander.. We made sure to kill the rest, though." 


Its a shame that we couldn't capture any more, but at least itll be easier to keep just one from running 
away!" 

Per woke up, glancing at his surroundings. He heard soldiers talking in the distance. From their conversation, he 
assumed that he was the last survivor of his village. He had hoped that he wouldn't have to be the only one.. 
Pain was always easier to bear when you had someone to help you. But he had to stay strong for his dead 


family.. He didn't want to disappoint their spirits. He could easily just pretend that they were by his side.. 


His thoughts were interrupted by a sharp kick in the back. "Glad to see you're finally awake so we can go back 


home," a soldier growled. 

Another soldier spat in Per's face. "Get up, you sorry excuse for a human being," he hissed. 
Per picked himself up, only for the two soldiers to push him down again, laughing cruelly. 

"I told you to fucking stand!" the second soldier snarled. "Now, get up so we can get moving!" 


Per stood up again, only to get beaten back down. The young man whimpered quietly, hoping he wouldn't be 
heard by his captors. 


Eventually, the soldiers grew bored of their game and left Per alone, curled up on the ground. He groaned in 


pain, pulling himself up to his feet. 


The invaders marched back to their country, taking Per along with them. The young man's bare feet were 
covered with cuts and blisters; his clothes were torn and ragged. One of the soldiers had a gun to Per's head, 
ready to shoot if he stopped walking or tried to run away. 


Per's wrists were chafed from the manacles; his stomach hurt with hunger pangs. His eyes expressed great 


agony; he simply hoped that the future would be slightly less painful and lonely than the present. 
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After a few long days of marching, the band of soldiers arrived in their home city. Per was thoroughly 
exhausted, as he had not eaten in days and had only gotten minimal sleep. He had lost any small amount of 


motivation to resist them that he had; he was on the verge of collapsing. 


Two of the soldiers grabbed him and led him to the town prison. Per stumbled along, nearly falling over several 
times. He was flung into a damp, moldy cell just before passing out. 


Per felt someone shaking his shoulders. He jolted awake, startled. 


"You're coming with me," a man hissed into his ear. "You'll make me quite a pretty penny in the auction 


tonight." 
"What do | have to auction?" Per whispered, confused. "I have nothing of any value." 
The man laughed cruelly, grabbing Per's arm and yanking him out of the cell. "You'll see, don't worry.’ 


Per stumbled along as the man dragged him. "Don't make a sound," the man hissed. "I don't want to get fucking 
caught." 


Per stayed perfectly quiet, wondering what would happen to him next as the unknown man dragged him down 


the cobbled streets. 
After a while, the man dragged Per into an old, worn-down building. "Up onto your feet," he hissed. "Now." 
Per picked himself up slowly, leaning against the wall for support. He stared around the inside of the building. 


Off to one side, a few other people sat against the wall, hands and feet bound. Up at the front end of the 
building were a few creaky old boards and a kerosene lamp. Apart from that, the building was completely 


empty. 


"Go over by the others. The people will come soon” 


Per walked over to the others and sat against the wall next to a ginger-haired girl. He was greeted with a 


sharp, piercing glare. 
"What are you looking at?" the girl snarled. 


"What is this place? Why am | here?" Per whispered. 


"You haven't figured it out already? We're being sold as fucking slaves, you dumbass. And guess what? It's no 
use trying to run away, and its most certainly futile to be all hopeful like. Why? Because pain will be the only 
thing in your life. You'll learn to love it, and itll be the only thing you know.’ 


Per stared off into the distance, blinking back tears. 


"You're fucking pathetic if | can make you cry that easily," the ginger girl snapped. "I'm just being fucking 
honest. You'll realize the truth of what I'm saying, just you wait." 


Per drew his knees close to his chest and buried his head in his hands. His thin body was racked with quiet 


sobs of fear, grief and loneliness. 
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The building soon filled up with people, who wandered around talking to each other. A few of the people walked 


close to the soon-to-be-auctioned slaves. 


Per looked up at the people who passed by, his eyes reddened from crying. The ginger girl yanked his shirt, 
glaring at him. 


"Listen, dumbass, don't look up and fucking stare at them. Some of them think it's disrespectful. Okay?" she 
hissed. 


"Okay," Per whispered, lowering his head again. 
"That's better," she snarled. "Just do what | do and you'll be fine.” 
"What's your name?" Per whispered. 


"Why does it matter, dumbass?" she spat. "I've been called so many things in my life that I've forgotten it. And 


soon, you'll forget yours, too, because it doesn't matter." 
"That.. That's terrible." 


"Sure, its terrible, but that's life as a slave. Face it, dumbass; you've fallen into cruel hands. You're worthless 
now, and so am |." 


Per whimpered, hanging his head. 


"Be quiet, dumbass. The auction's starting, and no one wants to hear your pathetic whimpering.” After she said 


this, Per sat as quietly as he possibly could. 


The other slaves were sold off quickly. Before long, the ginger girl had been sold, mouthing a simple "Bye, 
dumbass" to Per. 


Before Per knew it, he was up at the front of the building. He zoned out briefly; before he knew it, the 


auctioneer shouted, "Sold," and a shorter man with a mess of long brown hair walked up to him. 


"You're mine now," the man whispered ominously in Per's ear. 
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Per's new master gripped his wrist tightly. "You're coming with me," he whispered. 


Per simply nodded his head as he trotted along behind his new master. After a long walk through the forest, 


the two finally arrived at a tiny, tumble-down house in the middle of nowhere. 


Per looked at the house with fear and dread. He knew that he would be enslaved in the old place, perhaps for 
the rest of his life. 


Per's master pulled open the creaky door and shoved him into the house before shutting the door. Per glanced 


up at his master, trembling. 


"Get over here," his master hissed. Per walked over, shaking with fear. "I'm not going to hurt you just yet; 
right now, l'm going to take off these handcuffs." 


After a few minutes of tampering with the keyhole, Per's master held up the manacles in his hand. Per glanced 


down at his wrists, chafed, but untied. 
"Thank you, Master," Per whispered. 
Per's master simply grinned, walking over to a drawer and digging through it. He pulled out a metal collar. 


Per looked at the collar, trying to read the markings on it. After a few seconds, he saw "Property of Øystein 
Aarseth" scratched onto it. 


Øystein walked over to Per and grabbed his hair, pulling it back as he fastened the collar around his slave's 


neck and locked it. "Follow me," Øystein snapped, walking over to a window. 


Per followed his master, shaking. Øystein opened the window, tossing the key out. "If you think you're taking 
your collar off, just remember that you'll have to dig through a bunch of overgrown thorns to find the key," 


he stated. "Now come with me. I'll show you where you're sleeping." 


Per followed Øystein up a set of rickety stairs to the attic. The attic was a tiny room filled with broken-down 
furniture; old wallpaper was peeling off the wall. It was frigid in the attic, and the room appeared bleak and 


dismal. 


"Here's where you're sleeping. Now, go to bed," Øystein commanded. "I'll see you first thing in the morning.” He 


then shut the attic door and went back down the rickety stairs. 


Per, shivering from the cold, curled up into a ball in a corner. He tried his hardest to fall asleep; however, 


sleep would not come to him. He dreaded the morning far too much to sleep. 
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Per was startled by a loud bang on the attic door. He jumped up as Øystein slammed the door open 


"IFs light outside, and you're not out of bed?" Øystein hissed. "| didn't realize that the attic was so 


comfortable." 
"l-Im sorry, Master.. | didn’t realize.." 
"Come here. Now. | didn't want to punish you, but | guess that | have to now." 


Per shook with fear, slowly walking over to his master. Before Per even realized what was happening, Øystein 


grabbed him and pushed him down the rickety stairs. 


Per lay whimpering at the bottom of the stairwell. Øystein picked Per up and shoved him against the wall 


before punching him again and again and again. 
After a few minutes, Øystein stopped hitting Per, who lay bleeding on the floor. "Look at me," he snarled. 
Per looked up, holding his bleeding nose. "Yes, Master?" he asked, fighting back tears. 


"| punished you because you had to realize that you couldn't sleep in or slack off. | expect you to work hard 


for me. Got it?" 
Per nodded his head. 


“Today, you're cleaning up the house. When | get home, | expect the house to be spotless, or else, you're really 
gonna get it. Understand?" 


"Yes, Master," Per said as respectfully as he could. 
"lm going now. You know what | expect," Øystein said as he walked out the front door. 


Per looked around for a mop and some rags to clean the house with. As soon as he found them, he started 


cleaning as quickly and as thoroughly as he could; he didn't want his master to punish him again 


Author's Notes: 
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That evening, Øystein came home and saw Per lying on the floor next to a mop, fast asleep. Per twitched in his 
sleep, and at that moment, Øystein couldn't help but think that his slave looked beautiful. He wanted his slave 
so badly, but he knew that would have to wait until Per woke up. 


Within a few minutes, Per opened his eyes. Upon seeing Øystein, he jumped back, startled. "l-l'm so sorry, 


Master.. | shouldn't have been sleeping.. I-I'm sorry.. l-l cleaned the whole house, Master." Per stammered. 
Øystein just grinned sadistically at his slave. 
Per fought back tears. "P-please don't hurt me, Master... | did what you said, Master..." 


Øystein grabbed Per and pushed him up against the wall. "I own you. | can do whatever | want to you," he 


growled into Per's ear. "None of your begging is ever going to stop me." 
Per gulped, staring up at his master with terror. "Come with me," Øystein commanded. "Now." 


Øystein led Per to his bedroom and shoved him onto the bed Per shook with terror. "W-what are you doing, 


Master?" 


"Don't you worry," Øystein growled as he ripped off Per's clothes and flung them off to the side. "You just 


wait and see." 


Per whimpered as Øystein took off his clothes and climbed on top of him. "Master... Please.. Please stop!" Per 
shrieked. 


Øystein, sneering, grabbed Per's wrist and roughly snapped it. Per let out a pained scream. 
"Shut up, or I'll break the other one," Øystein hissed. Per burst into quiet sobs. 


Per felt his master's hard cock pressing against his entrance. He bit his lip to not scream when Øystein 
entered him. 


"Mmm.. God, you're tight," he moaned. "Are you a virgin?" 


Per nodded, tears falling down his cheeks. He hated this feeling so much.. He felt so violated 


Before long, Per's master came deep inside of him, moaning. Bystein roughly kissed Per before pulling out of 


him. Per lay sobbing quietly on the bed. 
"Go up to the attic," Øystein commanded. "Now." 


Per grabbed his clothing and ran up to the attic, sobbing. He collapsed in the corner as his sobs turned into 


pained screams. Before long, Per had cried himself to sleep. 
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Day after day went by, slowly and painfully. Per was used to the pain his master gave him by now; he started 
to become numb to it all. He felt nothing when he was beaten, he felt next to nothing when Øystein touched 
him in that way.. 


Every night, Per curled up in the attic corner, shivering from the cold. He often wondered if death would be 
better than life at this point. Sometimes when Øystein was away and his chores were done, Per would find a 
knife and cut himself with it; sometimes, he would accidentally cut down to the bone. He did it because it was 
the only way he could feel anything good.. He was entranced when the blood ran down his arms and splashed 


onto the attic floor. 


The ginger girl's words rang through Pers head; pain was, in fact, the only thing Per even knew anymore. He 


simply wanted death.. In death, he would be able to join his family and friends. 
It was just another typical day for Per; Øystein had beaten him, then left to do whatever he usually did. 


However, Øystein came home far earlier than he usually did. Per was incredibly confused, as this had never 


happened before. 
"Master?" Per asked. "Why are you home so early?" 


Øystein shoved Per up against the wall. "Listen, I'm having a friend of mine over. | want you to be good. Got 
it?" Per nodded, looking up at his master. 


A few minutes later, Per heard a loud knock at the door. He followed Øystein to the door. Per was afraid that 


the whoever was on the other side would be even crueler than Bystein 
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"Well, open the door already," Øystein barked at Per. 


Per opened the door to see two people; one was a brown haired man wit a mustache and the other had a scar 


on his chin and appeared to be a teenager. 
"Øystein! It's been so long since we've hung out!" the brown haired man exclaimed 

"Its great to see you, Jørn!" Øystein replied. "Who's that you brought with you?" 

"This is Varg; he's a friend of mine. He just decided to tag along, and | dont know why: 

"Well, its rice to meet you," Øystein said, reaching his hand out to shake Varg's 

"Who's he?" Varg asked, glancing over at Per. Per tried to hide behind the door. 

"He's my slave. | recently bought him to replace the one who unfortunately died.’ 

Jørn looked at Per sympathetically before exchanging a knowing glance with Varg. 

"Anyhow, why don't you two come on in?" Øystein asked. 

Bystein led Varg and Jørn to the living room; Per followed close behind. Øystein turned around and signaled to 


Per that he should go up to the attic. Per, not wanting to anger his master, scurried up the attic stairs and 


curled up in the corner of the room. 


Some time later, Per heard someone walking up the attic stairs. He was terrified that it was Øystein, he didn't 


want to get beaten, or worse. 


Per heard a soft knock on the attic door. He walked over to the door slowly; Øystein had never knocked or 


given him any sort of respect. He creaked open the door and saw Varg standing there. 
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Per ducked his head. "Come on in, sir," he whispered. 
"There's no need to call me 'sir'.. Just call me Varg." 


Per let Varg in before shutting the door gently. "Thank you for letting me in.. Øystein and Jørn have gone and 
gotten into a fierce debate. By the way, what's your name?" 


"My.. My name is Per, but no one's called me that in so long." 
"That's quite a nice name.. | like it" 

Per stared up at Varg. "Thank you, sir.. | mean, Varg" 

"You're welcome." 


"Why are you even here talking to me like l'm a person?" Per asked. "I'm a slave. | haven't been treated nicely 


in so long." Tears started to form in Per's eyes. 
"Because you are a person, just like me. You deserve much better than this, trust me." 
Tears ran down Per's cheeks. "But.. Øystein constantly says I'm worthless and he.. He." 


Varg reached his arm around Per and hugged him. "Per, | used to be a slave. It was terrible.. My master did 
horrible things to me as well." 


Per hugged Varg tightly, sobs racking his thin body. Varg fought back tears, terrible memories were rushing 
back into his mind. 


"Per, | promise, | will do anything | can to get you out of here. | promise. 

"Thank you so much," Per choked out between sobs. "But.. Bystein is incredibly harsh.” 

"He's gone for long periods of time most days. It would be easy for you to run away from me 
"He'd beat me to death if | got caught" 

"| won't let you get caught by him. If you want, we could sneak off right now” 


I'd rather wait until he's gone, if that's okay." 


"That's fine. I'll be there to help you run away tomorrow." 


"Thank you so much," Per said, hugging Varg even tighter. He felt quite strange in a good way.. Was this what 
happiness felt like? 
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The next morning after Øystein had left, Varg tapped on the door. He got no response. He began knocking 
louder, but still, Per didn't answer. 


Varg opened the door; he was surprised that it was unlocked. He walked through the house and finally saw a 
naked, unconscious Per lying on the floor of Bystein's bedroom. Blood was dribbling out of Per's mouth and 
down his chin, one of his arms appeared to be broken His body was bruised; his head had a massive bump on 
it. No wonder he'd been knocked out. 


"Per, wake up," Varg said, gently poking the unconscious blonde. "Come on, Per, please wake up." 


Per just lay there on the floor. Varg then gently picked Per up, took him to the bathroom, and cleaned and 
bandaged him up. 


"Pelle, please just wake up," Varg whispered, running his fingers through Per‘s long, blonde hair. He held Per in 


his arms and gently rocked back and forth. 


After about three hours, Per opened his eyes and saw Varg, who was holding him. He was quite startled; he 
hadn't actually expected Varg to show up. 


"Pelle, you're awake," Varg said, breathing a sigh of relief. "I was so scared that you wouldn't wake up.." Varg 


was clearly holding back tears. 


"Please don't cry," Per tried to say, but it came out sounding like a jumbled mess. Per's mouth was in great 
pain; Dystein had knocked out several of Per's teeth. 


"Oh god." Varg said. "I can't believe what that son of a bitch did to you. Let's get out of here ‘cause | really 
don't want him doing anything like that to you again. Do you think you can walk?" 


Per nodded his head, using his good arm to pull himself up. Varg wrapped his arm around Per to support him. 


"Lets get out of here," Varg said, guiding Per toward the door. 


Per leaned on Varg's shoulder as Varg led him away from the house. The two stumbled through the woods, 


completely unaware where they were going. 


The sun started to set, and it soon became dark "Why don't we find somewhere to sleep for the night?" Varg 
suggested. 


Per simply nodded in response. Before long, Varg had found a more sheltered area of the woods to stop for 


the night. 


Per pressed himself up against Varg, who hugged him. "Sweet dreams, Pelle," Varg whispered, kissing Per's 


cheek lightly. 
"Goodnight," Per tried to say, kissing Varg. Soon, the two were fast asleep. 


The two were abruptly woken when they heard heavy footsteps in the distance. "Fuck." Varg muttered. Per 
started panicking, grabbing onto Varg with his good hand. 


"Shh, Pelle," he whispered, running his fingers through Per's hair. "| promised that | wouldn't let Øystein hurt 
you, and | have every intention of keeping it" 


The footsteps drew nearer and nearer and nearer, and within a minute, Bystein was glaring down at the two of 


them. 


"So, Varg, you decided to steal my slave, didn't you?" Øystein hissed. "You know | could have you killed for that, 
right?" 


| know that, but that doesn't give you the excuse to treat Pelle like shit and to beat him up and torture him." 


"Pelle? Who the fuck is Pelle?" Øystein spat. "And he's my slave. He's my property. | can do whatever | want to 


him. 
"You are a fucking scumbag," Varg growled. "If there's a hell, | hope you fucking go there." 


Øystein grabbed Varg and pushed him up against a tree. "I'm going to fucking kill you for that, you son of a 
bitch. You'll be the one burning in hell." 
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Varg pushed Øystein off of him, scowling. "Get lost, you son of a bitch. Now." 
"Oh, and a skinny little kid like you is going to kick my ass? Sounds so plausible," Øystein taunted. 
| mean it. Get your ass the fuck out of here, now." 


Øystein pushed Varg to the ground. "Why should |, you thief? You stole my slave, and now you think you can 
kick my ass. You're fucking pathetic and you should be dead" 


"You're the one who deserves death, you sick, perverted fuck," Varg hissed, standing back up and punching 
Øystein in the gut. 


From there, everything escalated. Before long, Øystein and Varg were on the ground, fighting each other and 
trying to go for each other's throats. 


Per looked on, terrified that Øystein would win. He knew he couldn't let that happen at any cost. Per quietly 
walked up to the fight and got down on the ground. He reached his good arm around Bystein's neck in a 
chokehold, as Øystein coughed and spluttered. 


Varg pushed Øystein off of himself, grabbed the dark haired man's neck from Per, and choked him to death. 
Dystein's limp body lay on the ground at their feet. Per and Varg stared at each other in shock for a few 
brief seconds before Varg burst into tears. 

"Whats wrong?" Per tried to ask, wrapping his arm around Varg. 


"l-Im a murderer.. I'm no better than that son of a bitch. You saw what | just did; I'm afraid of myself, Pelle." 


Per hugged Varg as tightly as he could, holding him as he cried. At that moment, Per wished that he could 
clearly speak so that he comfort Varg. 
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Days passed, and Varg grew more and more distant. He was so preoccupied with what he had done; he was 
terrified of himself after murdering Øystein. Yes, Pelle was grateful because Øystein was so cruel to him, but 
Varg still wished that he didn't have to kill. 

Every moment, he regretted what he had done. 


Late one night, Per was awakened by footsteps. He looked around and saw that Varg had left. Per started 
panicking, terrified that Varg would get hurt. He followed the sound of Varg's footsteps until he caught up to 
him. 

Varg slowly turned around to face Pelle. "What are you doing here?" he whispered. 


"| could ask the same of you," Per tried to say. 


"Pelle," Varg said, caressing Per's face, "I'm leaving. | don't want to be alive anymore. All the time, | keep seeing 


his face as he died.. I'm sorry.” 
Per whimpered, hugging Varg tightly. "Please don't die." 


"l. | have to, Pelle. Even if | don't do this, the police will find me and hang me anyway. I'd rather die by my own 
hands." 


Tears ran down Per's cheeks. Varg hugged him gently. 
"Hey. You can come with me. We can die peacefully together: 

Per looked up at Varg, shaking. 

"Itll be okay.. There's a lake just a short distance away. We can go there.. And it will be peacefull 

Per thought for a moment. Varg was set on offing himself, and Varg was the only person he knew. Pelle knew 
that he couldn't convince Varg to rot kill himself. Without Varg, his life could become just as painful as it was 


before they met. 


Per grabbed onto Varg's hand. "Let's go," Varg said, leading Pelle away to the lake, where the two would meet 
their end. 


